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at them I saw that they were not the usual snowflakes but pages and
pages, innumerable, as though all the books that were ever written,
were falling fast and silently around us. Yet no one moved or seemed
aware of the deluge of wisdom. A relief from all the tension at last.
"Now that peace has come," said GJB.S., "I fear more than anything
a deluge of visitors. The war at least kept them at bay, but now they will
all be wanting to cheer me in my loneliness. They are all convinced
that I must be lonely. If they take that away from me they take away all.
They can take anything they like from me but not my loneliness. I have
heard this morning that somebody is coming to tea and at my invitation,
too, so could you, Inca, come along and help me get rid of them?" Inca
was the name I was called by intimate friends and in the family.
"Come along about half-past five. That will be quite long enough
for me. That's as much as I can stand of company nowadays," he added.
I did come and noticed that the more boring and commonplace he
behaved, the more the visitor worshipped him.
"I didn't know that you would be so nice," she gushed. "I have always
had the impression that you were a real tiger and nothing but bones are
left in the end."
G.B.S. had mistaken her for someone else and had agreed to receive
her. Her name was identical.
"You are a wonderful man," she said, "wonderful. I have known you
in spirit for forty years and when war stopped I said to myself, I shall give
myself a treat. I'll go and see George Bernard Shaw, and here I am.
My friends told me that it would be hopeless, but won't I have something
to tell them!" She looked round with wide open eyes, not curiously,
but with a desire to take in everything for future conversation. She was a
plump lady and very happy with life.
"I wish you would have a cup of tea, Mr. Shaw, I don't like having
some on my own without you joining in."
G.B.S. cut a piece of cake for himself and ate it very slowly.
"It must have been horrid for you here in winter. You should spend
your winter, now that war is over, in South Africa." G.B.S. yawned
and I realized that this was the first time I had ever seen him do it.
"Have you ever been to South Africa?" he asked.
"I'd be scared of the lions," she roared.
"They'd probably be scared of you," G.B.S. suggested.
"Me? I wouldn't hurt a fly. There's nothing scared of me. And I